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N Interview with “Cap” Hatfield in His
Mountain Eyrie and an Appreciation of His

Helpmeet. Who Has Shared Stolidly His Perils and

Hardships, a Salient
Woman"’

£ {
2 SIS P
ELLISON HATFIELD.
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' you chance to be travelllng through Virginia on
a loeal tralo running down from Columbus to Nor-
folk you wlll strike a little corner in the mountains
where three States come together
wlll polnt it out to you and nawme the States—Vir-
glola, West Virginia and Kenutucky., A
he will call the station Panther, using his most official
volee, although Panther Is not much of a town—a few
wooden houses bullt half up the hillside, the rallroad

The brakeman

moment later

at the bottom and hills erowding all arvonnd

The hills are so close 1t 1s fmpossible (o get a view
of the sky from the car window. One must get out
on the station platform, tlp one's bead back and look

stralght up. There is the sky, uninteresting enough
OIf at one end of the platform you will find the
of a4 man sitting on a horse, KRaw boned, both of them
lean, and long and lank, The horse looks half starved
and altogether ugly: the man, all of that, at the
same time tired and forlorn

The stntlon agent, 1€ he bas time in the excitement
of the train's arrival, will answer your query with
a laconle “Cap Hatfield; wateh out for him!"”

Any not knowlng who Cap Ilatlield is would
laugh the Idea of watehing out for thls half-fed
man He wears a blue homespun shirt, old fashloned
pull boots that reach the knee and across his lap

is

nit

lles a1 musket of '63, He might be a civil war fignre
left behlud by the armles that swept Virginia from
the mountalns to the sea RBut he Is far from that,
The barvel of his gun is tled to the butt with pieces
of dirty twine, yel the gun can shoot, and It has
killed men

Cap Hatfield is the last remnant of the Tatfield

MeCoy feud, which was In its turn one of the last of
those savage family wars which waged and
forth across the border line between the three States—

back

Virginia, West Virginia and Kentucky

The Hatfield-McCoy feud is at an end because the
McCoys are all dead, except oope who ran away to
Texas and bas not been beard from since In the
meantime Cap Hatfleld would take anything he really

wanled, from a chew of tabacco to n ton of steel rall

He would kill any ene who got in his way as casily
ns he would shoot a turkey, and he is the most notori-
ous moonshiner among the mwountain white Alto-
gether he Is about as lawless as a rattlesnake in An
gust, which in those mountalns 1s saving a 1 dea

If vou want to meet Cap Hattfleld iliere is just one

man to Introdoce you; If yono want to call at his woun
tiin home there Is just one man to take vou ther
He §s James Baldwin, one time police captain, now
rallroad detective, of Roanoke, Va. Captain Baldwin

expects to dle with his boots on; the when and where
has no partlenlar Interest for hlm Yon might go
with bim as we went In the last warm davs of Octo-

And It is

together,

ber—by horses and over mountain roads
worth while just to see the two fighters

both so clearly the spirit of feudal days, when all men
lived to fight

Cap Haotfleld Is afrald of the tall, white haired mnan
from Roanoke. Bualdwin has rare guns and a clear
head. He is the only mn who ever caught the
mountalneer and carrled him In to jail. Cap Hatfield
admires a man who can do that, and so far a= it i« in

him to be friends with any one he s friends with this
man of the law,

There are both State and government warrants
for Cap Hatfleld's arrest and many o depu in
United States service has tried to get a hand on
fome years ago he moved from Plke ISen
tucky, where he was born and raised, and where b
spent his time kllling McCoys and distilling whiskey

ont
i
bim

county,

contrary to the law. It was a bit dangerous to live
at Plkeville under the eyes of the fndges and th
eaves of the county jafl. So he moved Limself, his
“hoss,” bis wife and his children a few miles cast
Into Buchanan county, Virginia, where the hills nre
almost unpeopled and the trail is bard to find I
had been over there many a time when the law of
Kentucky was after him, but this time be went to
stay. He bullt his cabin on the top of 1 mountain

which I8 heavily wonded and thick with undergrowth.

The mountaineer had pienty of ehildren
them In all, but some died; Cap scarcely
wany there are alive

nine of
I\“l'\" L IHA\'\

now. Even so, there are enongh

of them to guard that hill and keep busybodies away
There Is just one truil up the mountains, in the first
place, and a stranger may Ty that way, if he dares
Plog! will came the first bullet snapplog through the
trees, The second will come neare r, and the third
Any one Is foollsh enough to pursue the Journey will
come sitralgzht home Fhere will be no other sien ol
humaus: the Hatllelds alwars Aght uonder cover. They
might shoot yon tull of Loles, and yYon would have
nothing to prove it was they. If vou go with Captaln
Baldwin you put your falth in bim I'he revolver in
your hip pocket might better be candy or chewh

I8 SuIn
for the chlldren

Up the Mountain Trail.

taldwin, of Roanoke
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Captailn
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ent of peacs [

within a few yeuars ths Hatfields were alway g
Jokes on the rallroad, pulling up tles or t ikiong t :
from some station bouse along the way Sometimes
they needed the stove, but often L ¥ were merely out
Il-'l' 4 good time—that was their n vonushine fdea of fun
Ul]vt.nu faldwin followed thelr trall until even lln:
‘'old man” got nervous, Ko It happened that when he

was last in jall for so
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rallroad propx
the worid
warrants In
Uee beling
man,"

e

He

small offence he submitted to

not to play with
frouble In bis coruer of
oanoke, who held sor
threat of Kentucky
not te arrest

nent prowmised

¥ bor to wake
il the man fron
reserve with the
them all, agreed
[his contract has held
and when Captaio Baldwin
jnowadays |

1d
ladyvlee

In

the
for s

YeArs or more,
Hatn

ZOoes t

word of
s that may fall due
thie st war

O VIRt the elds
Is to gzive a warning or ol

n davs of O ol

I'ype of the “Mountain

oy

A Typical Mountain Woman.

beautiful Iivery

roadway and open space is cov-

ered with a thick bed of yellow ledves, the pines stand
in patches of dark green against the mountain sides
and the view of the valleys Is softened with blus
haze, The horses climb up narrow trails regardless
ol the free branches that slap in your facs It Is a
hard ride of some twenty odd miles from the railroad
nature gracious and inviting. but after the first turn
from the road the trail does not assist the traveller
upon his way

We, who had never made the journey, were at frst
garruions; we langhed and made foolish puns Bu
as the mountains closed aronnd us, and we came near
to the firing line, the stillness made itself felt above
our din, Captain Baldwin fell into the habit of his
work and was quiet, polnting out an o casfonnl bird
i It flew up on our passing. Once it was a bz el
under our very noses, and again it wag a wild turkey
far of] The trafl dwindl away until it was Just >|
faint break In the trees: we climbed over rocks and
under low free branches We were seratehed and
mauled and our horses re panting when we came
to the last turn upward, and Captain Baldwlin said —
‘IMere we are ™

No one wanted to talk after that a though Cap-
taln Daldwin had laughed at the Idea of danger
telling us there was nothing to fear We were,
perbaps, not afraid, but the Idea of a bullet whiz
ng through the underbrush was not reassuring
And who could tell what mistake of indgment the
“brats,” as Captain Hatfield calls them mlght
malkc They wight see us and not our leader; they
might alm bigh and hit low: there were v dozen
mlghts that made us pull our necks downp into our
ollars amd =it pertectly till as we rode It Is a
paralyzing thought that youn are riding under the
gun eye of the enemy, even though the enemn be
nothlng more than three half rrown bLove

Long before we cawme out into the open we could
hear the yapping of dogs, and once the scuffie of
leaves near at band In the undererowth frightencd
at least ooe of us dumb.  Captain Baldwin rode an,
sflent and unmiodful although he knew the “brats"
were n and watching every step of our way
Wbhen we rode into the elearing ne ar the cabin they
they stood armed and ready And Cap Hatiield
leaning against the eabin. a motlonless, lazy In-_;nr.‘_‘

beld his old fashioned flintlock across one arm ready

for work if trouble came.

Our host did not greet us and we got down from
our horses as he we could—fell off, one of us did,
from she oumbuess and fear. When ( aptain Bald

win mot
did It hesltatingly
Smiling, Captaln Baldwin
cheerful “How do you do?"
Howdy?

oned to one of the boys to take our bridles he
to di

wWoenl

not darving

forward with a

mswered the mountaineer, staring at us
I'be captain nodded our wayv ciarelessly Womon
folks Lo he asked “They cawe to make a cn
Our host peither woved nor turned an eye, but In a
thin wountain volee called, “Maw
Immedlately the cabln door opened and a white

frightened face appeared
friendiir could
yondo?

Smiling and with a8 much
muster we safd, “How

48 as

we do

The woman looked anxiously toward her old man

“It's all right We didn't cowe to make trouble
Chese folks want to talk to you'' And ( aptain Buld
win again nodded his head toward ns

We stepped forward, expecting to go in with her. but
she thrust ber arins akimbo, thereby blocking the door
way, while her eyes devoured ns \1 ¢ such eyes!
« and falrly cold with su pleion, but now shining

L bla a8 her curiosity got the bettor of her
‘ould we bave a deink " | ked by way of awak-
ening her, although she seen SCAT( v!:\' to hear as she

stared. Polnting with one

stood on a

ny hand to a pail that

bench at the door, and remaining silent and

fmmovable, she drank us In
We drained the cup, not because we were thirsty,
but to glve " Ume. Then after a long silence I sald,

It's quite a journey up hers
. ' she asked, still not

moving
“From the sta

‘ lon," 1 replled with my wost friendlvy
il vou go down often?”
She shook her head, he eves panging from iny

necktie to belt buckle and shoes. It was difficult, bat a hard note In her volce st

1 urged gently ] Ppose yon go wn o the snm-  with him. Men folks 18 hard to get on with

mer, when it's warn . “Weren't vou afrald, all alone so much?' for It

“Nope,” she answer wd as ber face shadowed I plai wre had been no chivalry In ber life.

could see It was not ippy story she had to rell €he held her head bigh, “Law, no. Aln't nothin’

Still 1T did not suspect how bard it was, asking un ,”' R v‘w‘ '.,'1 folks dies they dies, and that's all

thinkingly :—"Weren't you there this summer?”’ : \' = Foutl o= lost plenty of folks, too, with all this
Alo’t been thur In fonr year,” she sighed. “Alo'c @000 of ourn, an’ ef they goes, why they goes; you

seen no folks seppln’ brats here.” can't help it nohow.”

It seemed alinost
“But aren't

Imposgsible.

you lonely 7 we protested

And having sald It we were sorry, for a look of Into a st 1 silence which gave one agnin the im-
pain came over her face and her eves sought the trail g years, spent waltlog, It may bave been
! sbharply. There are some things that are never spoken, irg of walting and watching, and never
| vel the ‘trouble of vears can dissolve lpto a fed ling which gave to 7.'\.'- pountain women a cour
and pass between people untfl each person under- men have not. I'ie men fight from cover
stands It was so in this case—the suffering of her they never choose to meet the enemy face to
lonely, honted life was as keen to me ns If she e But the wonen have braved any danger to
had told it word for word. We each looked toward help their “foiks.” In the history of the Hatfield
the trall, and 1 for the first time saw the opening i MceCoy feud there are plenty of women who went to
the trees far below where the trall was revealed. How  fight and went unarmed
many tlmes her eyes had looked toward that trail | Early in the history of the feud there appears the
could but partly guess. How many tlmes she bad mother of Randolph MeCoy, thirteen vears old, who
watched for enemies and seen her boys coming home was captured by the Hatfields. The boy was beld a
burt from a fight! How many times ber old man had prisoner In o ynely cnbin. and, yon may belleve, well
gone that way and she had walted, wondering If be guarded. Dot his mother went In the middle of the
would ever come back! How many times her eves had night. tramping for miles over the mountains to reach

followed the trall, longing to go out into the world.
and bow much of the world's misery and bitterness

“CAP"” HATFIELD.
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of w tobaeco

for coffoe in
which be

kept it to

while he came home w
L curiosity, but
at until it was drled beyond eating
We sat
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wn on the bhenches and pretended to feel
at althoungh the dogs and chlckens fairly us
up. The woman shooed roughls “I'm afeared it ain't

whnt ver used to here,” she sald

nle

“Oh, It's great fun,” we answered, trying to believe
It onrselves

Fain't like what you cowe from, I reckon?” she
questioned wistfully
Well, you see, we llve in the town,” apologized,

and they, to change the subject, “Do the children go to
scholl 7

She folded her

arms and | saw that bad hurt ber,

although she answered bravely enough, “Gawd, no;
they ain't no eddieation worth tountin up here I
reckon you ben eddicated 7

“I've been 1o 8chool,” I admitted

“Kin you write good ¥ she asked eagerly. Then, as
I nodded my bead, “T wanted my zirls to hev eddica-
tion, but I cayn’t git it nohow I'bere a growin® up
here like the bawgs., There aln't pothin’ I kin do
Seems livin' aiv’t no partikler fun,” she added, shaking
her head

“You must havelbad a hard time,” I sald, as kindly
a8 possible

*There’'s be'n trouble a-plenty.” she answered, With

“There’s allus ben trouble

And with this plece of philosophy she settled back

her boy. On her knees she begged Bad Anse Hatfield

whose name was well earned, to Kkill her and spare
the boy It rather spolls the ry of the fends to
know that he lteraily kKieked her ont of the cabin
door On anuther « 1islon = brave MceCoy women
notifed thelr elansmen that nble was ahead And

as 1 sy the trouble came to them, for the Hat
fields rexde up (o thelr eaoin in nlght, killed their
men, dr A them out of doors and horse hipped
them nnifl their ribs were brok

Al atl 1 the cabin of “0Old Rapd'l™
Nt Wils 1 by the enemy o the it
" ( ) who opened o o v door and
0 ut | y the b to reach r girls who had
heen sloe iz In a cubin near at hand One of the
Hattiek nod thinkh \ orth shooting, struck Ler
with tl butt of his zu She fell to the ground
badly hart., bat diagged b f ong on hands and
knees, sti!l hept on saving her children, sand Cap Hat-
field, or one of his trils ed ber and killed her

That was all to thelr minds, for what vuse was
a woman bur fo do as a man told her? In the Hargis-
Cockrill feud there was o woman vamed Mrs, George
Johnson Mrs. J on, without a gun or any killing
of the enemy on her part, fought through the years
while her uncle. brother and son were hot and her
husband was driven into exile Her brother was
afrald to appenr In the street because ho knew nssas-
sing were following Llm And for vears he wallkesd
with his sister betw 1 bim and the possible enemy
Once when he was going to the railway station a sis-
ter walked on each side of bim and he carried his
baby in his arms If murder had n attempted one

other than himself must have been sacrificed

It never emed to occeur to tl men that there was
anvthing vumanly In that sort of thing Cap Hatfield
wonld treat his woman ns well as he would treat his
horse and consider hi kind enough In so dolng
His woman Iz andonbted hraver than he. She may
not shoot as stealght, but she has fought and she does

not fear the open

5 X
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“JONCE"” HATFIELD.

kil

“You don't McCoys any wmore?” [ was boale

cabin door
e grinned sheepishly
“Why not? 1 urzed, to st

“Noapn«
rt i on his story

“Yop
His Man Killing Record.

*Whom are you gzoing to kil just for fun?
I'his was a rather unnecessury question, but he ook it

good naturs dly,

now

FRENCH ELLIS

“No "un, I reckon. Too old.”

He Tumbled his musket and we looked at jt—a
areat, old fashloned thing, which has killed more than
one man He wonld nor let {t ot of his l\u-d\v'-.-u
when he turned it over and pulled it around. It was
ticd with Innumerable bits of string and a plece of
fusty wire Ireld the trigger In place It was a breech
loader, with a rawrod, and I 1ding us {nto the house
h:: showed us hls bullet mould, his ladle and a piece
of lead pipe, certalnly not come by honestly, from
which his ets were mnde It was all so old fash-
loved it ceased to secem dangerous and we asked
anxionsly

“Have vou killed any one with this 7’

He nodded hils head, referring to It as thongh it
Were a matter of history, which, in truth, it Is
“T'other slde of Tug River there wus three,” was a
monotonous draw

1

enough to ask the old map as he sat on a bench at the

He ook a corncob pipe frowm bis wouth to swer,
“Aln't none around vere,"
‘Killed them all onf 7

|

as unthinkingly,

There were n few words of w arning delivered on tlh

minds und hearts are still in the ploneer period

m

FEUD MAN AND THE FEUD WOMAN

he went onte
Up in ¢ hilg

got the better of his judgment and
“Up to ole Rand’'ls there wus a couple.

th'r.” with a nod over his shoulder, "One o' them
Sheriff fellers come alopg—an ole man down
yonder'—pointing—*"and a couple o' more mayhe”—
the last though a man or two were not worth
counting

tur It was not all done with a musket of 63 “Cap”
Hatfleld has elght dead men's sealps at his belt and
he will show you with pride his shooting lrons T'wao

revolvers of recent pattern he reserves for Lils own
use. Hls oldest boy, dr «1 to the front, can pro-
duce an older pair, guns that have seen good service,
And each child, In turn, i armed ne to his
age, They are tralned to firearms ( cradle
and to look upon revolvers as a necessity of life

15 childlike about some things as
He will go to the rallway statlon
and for hours watching t! trains and
with thelr freight of humans from the outside world
He was just ng much interested in us, and we were as
queer to him as be and his family conld possibly have

“Cap” Hatfield Is
any of bis children,

e g
alt COmie go

been to us He showed us his knives. made out of
buteher knives, sharpened on both edges and worn
with use nntil thelr original purpose 1= no longer ap-
parent. The women have no knlves for cocking, but
all the children have knives for killing men, and when
some meat is needed they borrow a man killer to

arve the bacon
There was little enough to show, but “Cap"” Hatfleld
aid the | de “Maw, thet there
collar he questioned when his tools had been care.
fully handled and pralsed
“Maw” did not Know
the hedd, all of the
10 viey It

where's

mors with pr

dren serambled
little ping to bring the
gaudy affair, the kind few
old days, have worn. But

but the «

nndey ones he
was

wil

collax
cowl

1 in the g

OvVS, §

Jonee Hatfield, “Cap's” brother. went to Colorado once
In 1885, and when he came home a conple of years
1ter he brought o complete cowboy ontfit, such as
they =ell In stores His hat had sllver stars em-

broldered on the birim, Hisx coat was leather, frimged

with embroldered collars and cuffs

at the seams and
done in stlver and searlet e was as prond of that
outfit as a Hatfleld girl conuld have been with a slik
dress

All of the Hatfield men fell vietim to s charm.

For once In thelr lives they were Indiscreet; they went
to the nearest photographer In a body and one by one

they put on the hat and coat, armed themselves with
revolvers after the true cowhoy fashion, and had
their pletures taken. Needless to say, they had never
had thelr pletures tanken hefore and never would
agaln

Che coat and hat are gone, worn out by the hand-
ling of admirers, but the collar remains the treasured
possession of the one leader who llves to wage war
upon the world. Jonee Hatfield, now dead, was the
ngliest one of Devil Anse Hatfield's children. He fell
in love with Rose Ann MeCoy and carrled her off to
his father's house. Two years later he drove her
awav by hizs brutallty, and she went home carrying
her baby hoy with her. When the hoy was nine years
old a band of Hatfields, led by Jonce, made a rald on
the cabin one night. They battered down the door ot
the eabin where the boy wags sleeping with the girls
of the family. Alfara McCoy, the eldest glirl, stood
in the doorway to protect the others and was ghot
Elllson Hatfleld was afterward captured, trled and
hanged for the murder, Jonce Hatfield, breaking Into
the room over the girl’s dead body, saw the figure of
SOMme Iving In bed covered with blankets He
fired and almost killed his own boy, an incldent which
joke nmong the Hatfielda
This was the eabin of Randolph McCoy, one of the
Inators of the fend It all came about over two
“hawgs,” a8 the mountalneers would call them. Ran-
dolph MeCoy and I Hatfleld clalmed the same
two razorbacks, and when Floyd Hatfleld brought
suft to re r them hiad the ¢ called before
Justice Matthew Flat [he settlement, naturally
in favor of the Hatflelds, cansed bad blood, and at the
next county election, when there was too much moon-

ane
was consldered a great
orl

vl
lovd

15¢

ghine whiskey, the Hatfields and MeCoys got together
In their first real fight.  After that intermittently for
years the war wis raged. They made ralds on houses
T dnight, kllling men, women and children: they
set fire to cabins i lay In ambush to shoot and kilL

It was barl

valled n cer

such
The

might have
monntaineers

pra-

far bhefore nre nt

least a hundred years behind the thnes and strangers
to the present ways and daoings of the world

Cap 11 eld’'s eldest girl took the red neck ribbon I
handed nd clutehed It to her breast with a savage

Joy in hea She was like o wild animal

She did

“DEVIL ANSE"” HATFIELD.

not seem gratefu! or to have any thought of the gift
part of it She had the ribbon and she hung on to it
as if we would take it aw 1v from her ITondeed,
wWe were the y ones who did wot try to snateh It
Al of the family, even her father, wanted it and held
out greedy hands. The boys chewed the gum we hod
gl them and sald nothing, but looked volumes
Fhe little girls sereamed and clawed until their father
Kieked at them as be had Just kicked the dogs I
would undoubted ¥ have kicked them into the corner

but they were spry midgets and gof

out of the way
Back to the Outside World.
We did not choose a long call on the Hatelds

slde between the two captalns, we took a last look
toward the trall, where we saw 2 wonderful view, and
climbed on our horses to get under way for the Jour
ney down Cap Hatfleld walked !w-hl;- us ax far as

the timber and the boys ran all the way to the trail at

the foot of the hill. Each member of the famlily left
us regretfully, devoured by coriosity concernlng us
and oking at us with blg eyes as long as we were
In slght

"Queerer to them than they are to us,” I sald as we

¢d Into the trall,
Captaln from Roanoke shook his head apd
laughed, But, after all, that 18 true, for they In thelr

our
rs Hved In fortitied cablns and fought
I'here was no bad blood with them; they fonght

F nnceste

prolect themselves and thelr law Ihe Hattields
prote themselves against law and fight for ploneer
rights which other Amerlcans have long sloce fore




